MEDITERRANEAN   MEMORIES
I walk across the floor towards a vacant seat,
and as I do so every girl has a good look at me as
she sizes up my potentialities for earning her a
few coppers*   From each drink I give them, or
allow them to order for me, they draw a tiny
percentage in the form of metal discs, which are
changed  afterwards  into  cash*   A  small,  dark,
pretty little female, dressed in yellow satin, who is
dancing with an over-heated, red-faced marine,
who is thoroughly enjoying himself, smiles at me as
she passes the table at which I have seated myself*
She winks, and I know that, in due course, she will
come across and ask me to dance, or to give her a
drink, which is merely coloured water, but for which
I pay threepence*
At the next table, nearly touching my own, are
two sailors, who lean with their elbows on the cloth
and watch the dancers* Before them are two
bottles and two glasses half-filled with beer* One
is a tall, fair, and huge young man, with a slightly
flushed face ; his companion is smaller and dark,
and he grins amiably at me*
"Have a drink, mate?" he inquires, leaning
towards me*
Not having had time to give an order myself, I
accept his offer,as I am almostforced to do* Thefair
man now turns fully round and looks at me with a
pair of bright blue eyes in which there is a gleam